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"The Virtue of a Proteſtant Orange: 


Being the beſt ANTIDOTE againſt 


i O OD People draw near, 

And your Money prepare, 

To Buy up mv Basket of Fruic that's ſo Rare; 
"Twill Chear all your Hearts, 
And cure all vour Smarrs . 

'Tis Fruit t14t's indeed beyond our Deſerts ; 

Vet an Orane, 

Therc's none can expreſs, 
Your great Happinets, 

The like never ſcen fince the days of Queen Beſs : 
A Nation Eriſlav'd, 
Ard Teft:ce ont-brav'd, 

To be thus Redecined, and gallantly Sav'd, 

By an Oranze, 

O who can declare, : 
A thing that's ſo rare, 

To be thus delivered, from Danger and Carc- 
It ne''er was known __ _. 
That the Engl; one | 

Should grow Sick of a Fevor, and Cured alone, 


By an Orange. 
The Guns in the Tower 4 bh 
Have deſperate Power, 
To fright all the City in leſs than an Hour ; 
But tho' Powder and Shot 
Be curſ-d'y hor, 
Ie may ycr ve cool'd, pray why may it nor, 
W:th an Orange. 
The Zealots were bold 
To March through the Cold, 
And tew could believe it a Truth that was. told, 
How they carricd che Tiain, 
To Sa'/ubwry Plain, 
And ſo quickly were frighted to turn back again, 
& By an Orarge. 
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Our terrible Guns, 
And Cathclick Sons, 
Did March with their Pullets in Barrels and Tuns, 
Pur as People ſay, 
They kept Holy-day, 
Till moſt of their Keepers were frighted away, 
By ar«Or arge. 
Alas, who can tell, 
How perfeCtly well 
The Juice of an Orange may take down the Swell 
Of Cathol:ick Pride, 
If firly apply'd, 
When they once the Vertue have thorowly try'd 
an Orange. 
To tell the brave Tales, 
Of our Young Prince of Wales, 
And how he was Cur d of his wonderful Ails. 
E' gad's very fine, 
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Great Joy for an Heir, 
And a Motherly care 
Are things that in England are not very Rare, 
And though ſome conceal 
As it they did Steal, 
Yer all wil: be Publick, ere long, and Reveal'd 
By an Oran e. 
Our Catho'vck Fools, - 
And Tantivy Tools, 
That have ben train'd up in Pontifical Schools ; 
So lorg nll their Rage, 
Has cv'n frightred th- Age, 
acre's nothiig their Maiice can toorer afſwage 
Than an Oreo ge. 
Our Fryars ard Dcvi:s, 
Ard ſuch kind of Evils, 
Tat pcſter'd uur Nation, has now got the Snivels, 
And keep on their Cloak, 
But thinking to Swallow, they meet with a Choak 
From an Oran e. 
Now Juggling Jack Tay'or 
Wonu'd tain turn a Sailor, 
Leit he be Cont'd by ſome miſchicvous Jaylor 
All his Catholick Ski!l, 
Nor his Peitilent Q 1111, 
Can fave him from taſting the dangerous Pill 
Of an Oraxee. 
Our Ir:/> Deer- Joys, 
And ſuch Tory Boys, 
That lately di.turb'd all our Nation with Noiſe; 
And gave out their Votes, 
For cutting of Throats; 
There's nothirig againſt them, can make Antidotes 
Like an Oran _e. 
Alas! what curſed Fate, 
Brought Tea:xe and his Mate, 
To be thus expoſed to Fury and Harte ; 
When they came to Fight 
For the young Prince's Right, 
They ſhould be thus ſhamefully pur to the Flight, 
By an Orange 4 
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Alloo, Ala; one. 
Fair had we now known, 
De Trick de Damn'd Heretick to us have done, 
Wee'd taake up our dwcll, 
In St. Patricks Well, 
So we had eſcaped de damnabie Smell 
Of an Orange. 
Hey ho HoliGay : 
Now what ſhall we ſay ? 
A Parlizment Call'd, and the Ring gone away : 
The Writs ran about, 
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O Vat ſhall we do, 
By my Shoul 1 don't know, 

For all be Confounded, de High and de Low, 
Some never did ſhun, 
Either Piſtol or Gun, 

That now broken Hearted, do greedily run 

From an Orange. 

What ſcamprring Play 
1.o we ſee ey day? 

What Afonkiſe Devices, to run clear away ? 
Our ſeſaits now 
Do both Swear ard Vow, 

They'd run far er.ough, if they did but know how, 

Frem an Oran e. 

Now ye Proteſtants all, 
That fo your fclves Call, 


Where ever you Dwcll, tho it be at White Ha", 
po. ——_— | 


yuu behove, 
Your time to Improve, 
And whilſt *cis in Seaſon, learn quickly to love 


A Dnich Oranre, 


For if you delay, 
And trifle away 
Your time (that is given to Work in) at Play; 
You'l ſurely be croft, 
And dreadtully toſt, 
And ſadly Repent, you lo fooliſhly loſt 
A Brave Orange. 
If you love your Lives, 
Religion and Wives, 
Ther, turn out the Horners that lurk in your Hives; 
Don't let Dirt and Mud 
Run through your Blood, 
For Proteſtant Stomachs theie is nothing ſo good 
As an Orange, 
This bold Reman Witch 
Has bcen digging a Ditch, 
And longtime advancing with Spar & with Switch 
Till your Ferters were faſt, 
And your Hopes were ev'n paſt; 
But Providence ſeat you a Med*cine at laſt, 
In as Oravge. 
Let Malice now ceaſe; 
Ler true Love and Peace, 
'Mong all ſorts of Proteffans:s daily increaſe : 
_ Let Friendfhip remain, | 
Let Chagity reign, 


That we the like Bondage may ne'er ſee again; 


Nor loſe our Orancte. 
When you have got Power, 
O do net devour, 
Your Brethren (as formerly ) every Hour : 
But let's all agree, 


If the Invention were mine, And the Pardons were out ; To give Liberty, 
I'de give no other Phyſick at all, than the Rhine | Yet poor He himſelf was put to the Rout And bleſs God Almighty, for ſetting us free, 
; Of an Orange. By an Or ange. By FT” Orange, 
London, Printed by W. D. in Bartbolomew-Cloſe, 168g. With Allowance. 
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